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jforttuorb 
The Lucy Letters were written ongm-
ally for the purpose of acquainting the 
students of S. I. U. with the early history 
of our university whose Diamond Jubilee 
is being celebrated this year. One letter 
appeared each week in the Egyptian in 
thirteen consecutive issues. Requests from 
several alumni asking for copies of the 
letters for their S.I.N.U. scrap books 
prompted me to compile this booklet. Both 
Lucy and I f eel flattered that r.eaders have 
cared to save her correspondence. 
Of course you know that Lucy is pure-
ly fictitious, but her career as a student 
at Southern Illinois Normal University is 
far from imaginary. She was a typical 
co-ed of the school in its early years, hav-
ing matriculated in September of 1880 in 
the four-year classical cour&e, graduating 
in 1884. The account of her academic 
and social activities have been gleaned 
from old records, newspapers, and min-
utes of the Normal faculty and board 
meetings. 
She has become so r eal to me that I 
shall probably catch myself looking for 
her each June at the S.I.U. Alumni ban-
quets and reunions; and if she were a 
real person instead of an imaginary alum-
na, she might be interested to know that 
our students, who read her letters in the 
Egyptian, followed her courtship with 
much concern, even betting on which of 
the two "gentlemen friends" she would 
marry. As a matter of fact , I worried a 
( 1) 
little bit too, but I finally let Lucy decide 
for herself-and she did. · 
And now just imagine you are up in 
Nan's attic, sitting beside an old hump-
back trunk. In the till of the trunk you 
will find a bundle of old letters. Handle 
them carefully, for they are very old-
almost seventy years old, in fact. They 
may be rather difficult to read because 
the fine, delicate Spencerian writing has 
faded, and then all the s's were made 
like f 's. 
I hope you will find as much pleasure 
in reading this bit of correspondence as 
I found in writing the letters, signed 
"Your Friend, Lucy." 
Mae Trovillion Smith 
Carbondale, Illinois 
June, 1949. 
(2) 
Carbondale, Illinois 
October 5, 1880 
Dear Nan: 
At last I have time to tell you h ow I 
am enjoying life as a student at Southern 
Illinois Normal University. It is such a 
n ew experience for a t imid freshman and 
especia lly exciting for a country girl com-
ing from a small village to a big city like 
Carbondale with its 2,000 inhabitants. 
First, before I t ell you about my stud-
ies, I want to describe the large campus 
and the building where I attend classes. 
There is only one big edifice which is 
the largest school building I have ever 
seen. This is call ed t he Normal Hall an d 
(3 ) 
( 4 ) 
was erected in 1874 at the stupendous 
sum of $265,000. 
My landlady told me that there was 
quite a bit of controversy among the legis-
lators concerning the location of the Nor-
mal school. DuQuoin , Centralia, Murphys-
boro, Carlyle and other Southern Illinois 
towns were bidding for the state school, 
but Carbondale won out. The Board se-
lected a tract of land-20 acres- about 
three-quarters of a mile south of the I. C. 
station immediately adjacent to the right 
of way of the railroad on the west side. 
The site had been a bare field , but more 
recently a large strawberry patch. At 
present I really don't think the campus 
is as pretty as our old high school grounds 
with its ancient oak trees, but I suppose 
we can't expect a beautiful campus of 
tr~es in six short years. 
Although the campus is bare and fa1· 
from being attractive, the one building 
that graces it is certainly an imposing 
brick structure. The architecture is the 
Norman style, with trimmings around the 
windows and archways of sandstone 
brought up from Boskydell. The two stor-
ies above the ground basement and one 
story in the Mansard part make this prac-
tically a four-story building. 
The basement which is on the ground 
floor- not underground-is devoted to the 
heating plant, a laboratory, work room for 
the carpenter, and residence for the jan-
itor and his family. The two full stories 
above are used for classrooms, offices and 
study hall; and the Mansard or top floor 
consists of a lecture hall, library, museum 
and literary society rooms. There are 
really four imposing entrances, each grac-
(5) 
ed with stone steps leading to the first 
story above the basement; but the door-
way most used is the f light of stone steps 
at the front of the building on the east 
facing the railroad. 
The president, Dr. Robert Allyn, told 
the student body that the Board had great 
plans for a beautiful campus extending 
east to the I. C. tracks. Included in the 
plans, he said, will be a fountain just in 
front of the east entrance. Also a long the 
road that circles up toward this front en-
trance will be placed attractive and orna-
mental hitching posts to accommodate t he 
people who drive out to the campus in 
their sun-eys, buggies and wagons to sec 
our entertainments. These hitching posts 
will a lso ser ve some of the students who 
live three or four miles out of town who 
ride h orseback daily to and from school. 
We a ll bring our lunches to school and 
all gather at noon in the Assembly Hall 
where the professor in charge sits at his 
desk on the platform to watch and guard 
against any rough actions. As soon as 
we have finished our lunches, we some-
times go to our class rooms to look over 
our afternoon lessons or to practice our 
drawing lessons on the blackboard. We 
are not a llowed off the campus until t he 
close of school in the afternoon. And I 
understand that our teachers must adhere 
to the same strict ru les unless they have 
a legitimate excuse for leaving the school 
grounds. 
When each class is dismissed, we line 
up in single fi le and march quietly down 
or up, as the case may be. No one is a l-
lowed even to whisper while passing. One 
day last week a boy, on his way up to the 
(6) 
third floor, was caught passing a note to 
the girl descending the stairs. They were 
both sent to the president's office and 
were given a curtain lecture for disobey-
ing rules. 
I must close this long letter and get 
my studies-and a lso do my mending. I 
miss my mother who always helped me 
keep my clothes in shape. Certainly one 
learns more than just mere book knowl-
edge when away at school. The dust ruf-
fle * on my new alpaca skirt needs atten-
tion. The wooden sidewalks here in Car-
bondale are quite hard on skirts which 
frequently catch on a rough board or a 
protruding nail in the worn planks. Some-
times I wish the style would change to 
shorter skirts, even if it is indecent to 
show one's ankles. 
In my next letter I'll tell you about 
my studies and my teachers. They are 
both hard. Sometimes I don't get to bed 
till nine o'clock. 
Lovingly, 
Your friend, 
Lucy 
* A dust ruffle was a two-inch ruffle 
sewed on the inside hem of the skirt to 
protect it from mud, water, and dust. 
(7) 
Dear Nan: 
Carbondale, Illinois 
Nov. 15, 1880 
My days are so full that I am falling 
behind in my correspondence. After spend-
ing all day out at Normal, I am rather 
tired. Then after supper I start studying 
and before I know it, the clock says nine 
o'clock-bed time! And again no letters 
written. 
In my last letter I promised to tell you 
about my studies, so I'll concentrate on 
that phase of my life here. Of course, I 
am still frightened and wonder whether 
I shall ever stop quaking when I am called 
on in class. I enrolled in Mr. Brownlee's 
"Reading, Elocution and Phonics" clas3 
and I suffer agonies when I stand up be-
fore that class to give my reading. Do 
you remember the dialogues that you and 
I engaged in on Friday afternoons at 
school? Well, I guess we were not v ei·y 
good, because college elocution is so dif-
ferent. 
"Be sure you r ehearse your piece::; be-
fore the mirror to get the correct ges-
tures," our teacher tells us. There i::; a 
large mirror on the second f loor which 
we are urged to use in "suiting the actio·1 
to the word," as Shakespeare said. Al-
most any hour in the day one of Mr. 
Brownlee's students can be seen rehears-
ing his lesson in elocution before the full 
length mirror. One day when I passecl 
through the hallway. I glanced into t h E> 
room on the second floor and saw a boy 
from my elocution class waving and 
flourishing his arms in mid air. looking 
for a ll the world like an animated Dutc!1 
(8) 
windmill. Since it is strictly against th~ 
rules to loiter in the halls, I had to rush 
on, but I heard afterwards that he was 
practicing his next lesson which was "The 
Boy Stood on the Burning Deck." At the 
rate he was fighting the flames, the fire 
must have been entirely extinguished by 
the end of the hour's rehearsal. I have 
chosen Tennyson's poem, "The Lady of 
Shalott" for my next recitation. It will 
be less strenuous and more lady-like than 
the "Burning Deck" selection. 
Miss Martha Buck is my teacher in 
"Grammar and Etymology." She is a tiny 
person, rather thinnish and doesn't look 
as if she could live very long. * She is 
very religious and has taught a Sunday 
school class down at the Baptist church 
ever since she came to Carbondale as the 
first woman on the faculty six years ago. 
She is a brilliant teacher and doesn't tol-
erate any foolishness in her classes. 
The other day she asked a boy to give 
an example of the use of the comma in 
direct address. He was so frightened that 
he said, under his breath, "Good Lord, 
help me." Miss Buck heard him and snap-
ped, "Young man, that answer is correct, 
but it is a lso disrespectful and sacrileg-
ious!" Some of the students said later that 
if a girl had said that, she would have 
been sent to the president's office, but 
since it was a boy, she let him off with 
only a reprimand. She has the reputa-
tion for being partial to the boys, but 
really, I think it is because no boy is v~ry 
*Miss Buck lived to be over eighty years 
old. 
(9) 
good in grammar, and she feels t hat she 
must t a ke extra time with them. 'Our 
second term in grammar is devoted al-
most entirely to compound and complex 
sentences, and the last term is t a ken up 
with the special study of methods in 
teaching this phase of grammar. 
We had an examination last Friday and 
I stayed up t ill a lmost ten o'clock r eview-
ing. (Some of the boys in the class r efer 
to the term, reviewing, by the inelegant 
expression, "cramming.") W ell, I must 
have had a nightmare, for my landlady 
knocked on the door about eleven o'clock 
and asked whether I was sick. I awoke 
after a t err ible dream. I thought Miss 
Buck was standing over me with a sharp 
sword and was saying, "Define and give 
examples of a retained object and an ob-
jective complement, or off with your 
head!" Only t he landlady's knock saved 
me. 
W e take our studies seriously here at 
Southern Illinois Normal University. But 
we have a lot of fun, too. In my next 
letter, I'll t ell you about our for ms of 
r ecreation. But now I must close this 
lengthy letter and go down to the shoe 
shop to have t he cobbler fasten two shoe 
buttons on my old black high button shoes. 
When he puts them on with brads, they 
stay, but when I try to sew them on, the 
thread wears in two in no time at a ll. 
And is there anything t hat makes one look 
more sloven than two or three missing 
shoe buttons ? 
You did not mention George in your last 
letter. I hope he is not sparking another 
girl. 
(10) 
I have been keeping company with one 
of the Carbondale boys. We went walk-
ing last Sunday afternoon, but he did 
something that I consider very ill-manner-
ed. It happened when we were walking 
down the road through a little ravine out 
at the edge of town. I was remarking how 
beautiful the autumn leaves looked as 
they came fluttering down, and just t hen 
he took a cigar out of his vest pocket, 
struck a match and actually smoked it 
-right in my presence! I never had a 
gentleman do that before in my whole 
life. What is this world coming to? I 
don't know whether to accept an invita-
tion to walk with him again or not. 
Lovingly, 
(11) 
Your friend, 
Lucy 
Car!Jondale, IIIinois 
Jan. 30, 1881 
Dear Nan: 
Well, we ar e all back in school again 
af ter the Christmas holidays at home. 
Never have I had such an experience as I 
had trying to get from Carbondale to my 
home. I took the late afternoon I. C. train 
which was two hours behind schedule on 
account of bad weather and holiday 
crowds. The t rain fairly crawled, it seem-
ed to us. Finally, the conductor called out, 
"Parker City-All out for Parker-Change 
fol· t he Big Four!!" I rushed out, hoping 
I hadn't missed my connection. Several 
other students had to change there, too, 
for New Burnside, Eldorado, Harrisburg, 
Norris City and Carmi. W e discovered 
that the Big Four was three hours late; 
some of us would be 'way in the night get-
ting to our destinations, and there was no 
way on earth to let our parents know that 
we were on our way. So we sat huddled 
around the big old pot-bellied stove in the 
stuffy, foul-smelling station, waiting fo r 
that slow train from Cairo. We whiled 
away the time singing and talking-most-
ly about our teachers at S. I. N. U. It's a 
good thing that teachers don't know what 
is said about them when we students get 
together outside of class. Since Parker 
City, as you know, has only a few houses, 
one small r estaurant, which was closed 
and the railroad station, there wasn't much 
to do but just to sit and wait on the old 
hard benches. 
I promised in my last letter to t ell you 
about ow· gay social life here in school. 
(12) 
(13) 
Of course we never go out on week nights, 
but we do have a hilarious time on week 
ends. Nobody goes home on week ends. 
Last Saturday evening a crowd of us 
went bob-sledding down Missouri Avenue 
Hill. * We girls put on two extra flannel 
petticoats and heavy yarn stockin~s anc1 
tied our fascinators* tight around our 
heads. Big heavy arctics protected our 
f eet . We had lots of fun . but we couldn't 
stay out long because our landlady ::-nid 
she wou ld have onr bath water ready for 
our Saturday night baths by seven o'cloclc 
She is so good and motherly and giveR U3 
all the comforts of home. The two otJ~er 
roomers and I take our turns nsing the bi3' 
rubber tub that she brings into her kitchen. 
The large kettle of water is kept hot on 
the back of the big r ange which makes 
everything very handy. Also our land-
lady gives us our meals and charges us 
only $1.50 a week. She even knocked off 
fifty cents on my last week's board bill 
because I brought back some spare r ibs 
and sausage from home. Pa pa had killed 
hogs during Christmas vacation. 
She is a lso nice about letting us have 
parties in her home, and occasionally a 
group drop in on Sunday afternoons for a 
game of dominoes, Old Maid, or Ana-
grams, and she offers her lcitchen to tl~ 
when we have taffy pulls. There is a new 
l<ind of game that promises t o be quite 
* The name, Missouri Avenue, nun 
changed to Normal Avenue in 1908, and 
Uni versity Avenue in 1945. 
* A fascinator was a knit ted scarf worn 
on the head. This type of headgear h .:1n 
come back into style. 
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popular. Although I have never been at 
any of the parties where they have played 
it, one of the sophisticated Carbondale 
students said he was sure I would like it. 
It is called Post Office. 
One form of outdoor sport is not so pop-
ular here in S. I. N. U. as it was. Presi-
dent Allyn gave us a curtain lecture yes-
terday morning in assembly on the proper 
conduct of students of opposite sexes while 
skating. It seems that he had observed 
s everal students skating on Lake Ridge-
way* and he objected to a certain couple 
who were indulging in rather unnecessary 
embracing. "The proper position," he said, 
"is to grasp the girl's wrist out in FRONT. 
It is not necessary for the gentleman to put 
his m.m around the girl's waist, either to 
st eady her or to skate gracefully. It is 
positively indecent. If any such improp-
e4· conduct is repeated, these persons will 
be expelled from this school ! !" After 
that speech, you could have heard a pin 
drop. Although we admire our president, 
we also fear him. I can't determine 
,.,hether it's his imposing stature-he is 
s ix feet three inches tall- or his long 
Prince Albert coat, that inspires us with 
such awe. He seldom becomes ang1-y, but 
w hen he does, his long beard fairly bris-
t ' es. He teaches Mental Science, Ethics, 
and Pedagogy, and puts a lot of religious 
t eaching into each of these courses. 
In my next letter I'll tell you about our 
Literary Societies, but now I must get to 
* Lake Ridgeway was named in honor 
of Thomas S. Ridgeway of Shawneetown, 
P resident of the first Normal School Board. 
H e served eighteen years. 
(15) 
my lessons. I have a theme to write on 
a subject I know absolutely nothing about. 
Our assignment is "The Political Policies 
of James A. Garfield, our new President-
elect." Now how should we women know 
anything about the policies of the Presi-
dent of the United States when we can't 
even vote ? Miss Buck keeps telling us 
that soone day women will be allowed to 
vote, but I doubt it. I wonder why Eng-
lish teachers can't assign theme subjects 
that we know something about. Just 
think what a fascinating theme that girl 
could write-! mean the one that was 
"embraced" while skating! ! 
Lovingly, 
(16 ) 
Your friend, 
Lucy 
Dear Nan: 
Carbondale, Illinois 
March 15, 1881 
There seems to be an epidemic of the 
dread disease of smallpox in town, but 
most of us are taking the necessary pre-
cautions to ward off the disease. The 
Carbondale drug stores have laid in a 
supply of asafoetida. You remember that 
hard brownish substance that our moth-
ers made us wear during an epidemic of 
diphtheria? I bought a piece yesterday, 
the size of a small hickory nut, sewed it 
up in a small cloth bag, and it is now hang-
ing around my neck, hidden under my 
underwear. And oh, the SMELL! My gen-
tleman friend said his cousin, who is a Pre-
medic in Chicago, told him that there was 
nothing to it- that asafoetida wouldn't 
keep anything away, except friends. But 
I don't take much stock in these new, ad-
vanced theories. However, I do wish 
somebody would invent a better smelling 
antidote. 
Well, I'm now a fullfledged member of 
the Socratic Society and can hardly wait 
from one Friday night to the next. There 
are two literary societies on the campus, 
the Zetetic and the Socratic.* They both 
meet on Friday night in the two rooms set 
aside in the top story of Normal Hall. The 
Zetetic (Greek word meaning Seeker of 
The Zetetic and the Socratic Literary 
Societies played an important part in the 
history of Southern for over sixty years. 
They were gradually replaced by other or-
ganizations-departmental, religious and 
social clubs. 
(17) 
knowledge) was organized during the first 
year of the school. In 1875 the Socratic 
society began as a men's debating club. 
Then a few social-minded young gentle-
men started a campaign to include young 
ladies. There was, however , much op-
position. Some serious-minded members 
said that it would lower the dignity and 
menta l status of the society and that there 
wou ld be danger of its becoming a frivol-
ous organization. Imagine that! Fortun-
ately, most of the anti-girl element did 
not attend the meeting on t he night t hat 
the vote was taken. And guess wher-e they 
were! At a circus that had come to Car-
bondale that day! We girls have a lways 
felt that we owed much to a three-ring 
circus that kept the "serious-minded" 
crowd away from the meeting. 
Although debat ing is a strong feature 
of our programs, there is also music, both 
vocal and instrumental. W e also demon-
strate our powers in Elocution and Dra-
matics. At present we have only an or-
gan, but we hope to secure a piano when 
we get the money. Although we indulge 
in laughter and light chatter before ·~he 
meeting comes to order, we settle down 
to real business when the president wields 
the gavel. We get excellent practice in 
parliamentary law, and the meetings in 
both societies are conducted according ·(o 
Robert's Rules of Order. The meeting 
opens with singing fo llowed by a prayer 
by the chapla in. There is a pause after 
each number of the program to a llow the 
door-keeper to admit late members. Tard-
iness is an offense, not exactly punishable 
by death, but it might as well be ; for these 
culprits walk to their seats looking for all 
the world like criminals going to t hei.r 
(18) 
death sentence. And if they have on their 
new squeaky shoes, they suffer untold 
anguish on their last mile walk down the 
aisle to the 'back of the room. 
In the rear of. the Society Hall the critic 
sits at a ·table on which rests Webster's Un-
abridged Dictionary. If any speaker mis-
pronounces a word or uses it incorrectly, 
the mistake is jotted down, and as soon as 
he takes his seat, the critic marches for-
ward and proceeds to read off the mis-
takes. It is a good way to learn, but a bit 
embarrassing. 
Absences are serious matters. When 
the secretary calls the roll, we rise and 
give an honest excuse for our absences nn 
a previous occasion. If, in the mind of the 
president, our reasons are not sound, we 
are fined ten cents. Some of the excuses 
are rather questionable, and the president 
is put to it, often, to know how to mark 
the person. Last Friday night, for instance, 
when a member was asked to stand and 
give his excuse for not attending a meet-
ing, he said, "Mr. President, I was absent 
because I had to sit up with the corpse." 
A whispered conversation went on be-
tween the secretary and the president, 
while the poor student stood waiting for 
the verdict. Finally, the president spoke 
aloud to the secretary, "Fine Mr. ~ 
only five cents." No one else thought this 
was funny, but I had to stuff my handker-
chief into my mouth to keep from laugh-
ing. 
I must close this lette1· and study my 
Orthography. We are expected not only to 
spell, but also to put the diacritical marks 
on 3,000 words. W e remain in the same 
c lass until we can pass that test. The 
(19) 
teacher emphasizes in every lesson .that 
no one shall leave this Normal school and 
try to teach children without knowing how 
to spell. My Carbondale friend said he 
never expected to pass. When he called on 
me last Sunday afternoon, we spent the 
whole time spelling to each other. I told 
him he could spell better if he would read 
more books. Our fine library in the top 
story of Normal has 7,500 books, and he 
hasn't read one single one of them. 
Some of the men students--the "dan-
dies"-have blossomed out in a new kind 
of high collar. It is made of celluloid. They 
might be all right in winter, but I should 
think that such a collar might melt in hot 
weather. 
Lovingly, 
Your friend, 
Lucy 
( 20.) 
Dear Nan: 
Carbondale, Illinois 
May 25, 1881 
It doesn't seem possible that my fresh-
man year at S.l.N.U. is drawing to a close. 
I wonder if, three years from now, I shall 
be as excited as these seniors are. They 
are all agog over their prospective inter-
views with city and county superintend-
ents and are given a week off to hunt for 
a teaching job. There is a lot of r-espon-
sibility involved in their first year out of 
college. You know tuition here is free 
only if the students agree to teach in the 
public schools of the state for a time not 
less than that covered by their attendance 
at Normal. But if the senior is not capable 
of securing a teaching position, or if he 
proves unsuccessful as a t eacher, he must 
pay to the registrar the balance due, plus 
incidental fees. 
There are eight in this year's grad-
uating class, seven boys and one girl. One 
of the boys already has a job offered him 
for next year, and he didn't even have to 
apply for it. His uncle is president of 
the school board. He will teach the sev-
enth and eighth grades in his home town 
and will earn twenty-five d.ollars a month. 
The one girl, Mary Sowers, is making her 
own graduation dress and it is a beauti-
ful creation. It is white china silk with 
ten ruffles and tiny tucks going around the 
skirt, a large bustle and a train. She has 
another beautiful dress for the night of the 
big Socratic entertainment wh-en the sen-
iors will receive their Socratic diplomas. 
Dr. Allyn gave an impressive talk in 
assembly yesterday by way of a farewell 
(21) 
• 
speech to the senior class. He reviewed 
the past history of the school and traced 
its wonderful progress, then he turned to 
the future outlook for S.I.N.U. He made 
some hopeful but rather daring predictions 
and was most optimistic in visualizing 
what strides this institution would make in 
the next fifty or sixty years. He prophe-
sied that there would be as many. as· a 
half dozen buildings on a campus that 
would be ten times as large as the pres-
ent campus, and that they might extend 
the scholarship to the extent that even 
master's degrees would be given. That's 
hard to imagine, but great men have great 
visions. He emphasized loyalty on the 
part of every student and predicted that 
our children and our children's children 
would fight for Southern IlUnois Normal 
University in any kind of emergency. 
Well, this letter seems to he on the 
serious side. Perhaps we were all •more 
or less affected by our president's earnest 
and solemn speech. So now for· the more 
frivolous side of our school life. All t he 
girls are excited over a discovery-a rec-
ipe, and I don't mean something in the 
cuisine line. It's a recipe or formula for 
making straight hair curly-at least in 
dry weather. Somebody found it in her 
mother's Godey Book, and it works, too!! 
Just boil quince seeds in a kind of oil. let 
it cool till it becomes slightly sticky. ·Then 
put it on a few wisps of hair, twist into a 
tight curl, pin it up, let it s~·ay over night, 
and next morning, t here's your curl! Of 
course, if it's raining next morning, you 
might as well forget the whole t hing-
it's love's labor lost. For, all you have to 
show for your trouble, if the weather is 
damp, is a sticky mess, and all the Macas-
(22) 
sar oil in the world will not relieve t hat 
gummy look. Fortunately, all chairs in, our 
rooms here at the rooming house have an-
timacassars,* so we haven't harmed our 
landlady's upholstered chair backs. But 
i n good, dry, cool weather the quince 
seed oil works like magic. Don't let your 
father chop down any quince trees on 
your farm. They will be valuable to your 
future beauty. I hope that some day some 
enterprising chemist will invent something 
to make straight hair curly in all kinds of 
weather. 
(23) 
Well, I went to a party last Saturday 
night and we played Post Office. If I 
dared to admit that I really enjoyed this 
new game, I might be accused of bein~ in-
discreet; ·and if I said I did NOT enjoy it, 
I would be telling a downright falsehood. 
But there's one thing certain, and that is, 
if they ever invite a faculty member for a 
chaperone, it'll be goodbye Post Office, 
and we'll all have to go back to dull dom-
inoes. 
Next Wednesday President and Mrs. Al-
lyn are to entertain the faculty and sen-
iors at a reception at their beautiful home 
over on West Walnut. I have been asked 
to help serve, and I'm all a flutter- and 
I'm a lso praying for GOOD, DRY weather. 
I must close this letter and start ironing 
my three best white petticoats so they wiii 
be fresh for the reception. One of them has 
four full ruffles, and it takes a half hour 
to do just those r uffles, to say nothing of 
the rest of the skirt. 
Lovingly, 
:I 
Your friend, 
Lucy 
* An antimacassar was a small crochet-
ed or knitted chair doiley that was placed 
on the back of a chair to protect the up-
holstery from becoming soiled by Macas-
sar oil used on the hair. The oil was nam-
ed for Mr. Macassar, the manufacturer. 
(24) 
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~ (Note-We shall pass over the ~ ~ years between June 1881, to the fall 5 
~ of 1883 and continue the letters of ~ Lucy, who is now a senior at S.I.N.U. She ranks high in her classes and is ~ quite popular, although she never ~ lets her social and extra curricular ac-tivities interfere with her studies. Her cigar-smoking friend turned out to be ~ a wash-out, scholastically speakin~, ~ and went from one bad habit to one still worse. When he took up chewing tobacco--well, that was the last ~ straw, as far as Lucy was concerned. ~ Although he was the one voted to be the least likely to make his mark in ~• the world because he couldn't spell, ~ he surprised everybody by becoming, eventually, one of the wealthiest and most successful real estate men in 
~• Chicago and left the spelling to his ~ three beautiful secretaries. Lucy was not the Maud Muller type with vain ~ regrets, for she has a "gentleman ~ friend" now whose high academic at-tainments match hers. It's not up to us to reveal her love secrets. If she 
~ wants to tell you about them, all 2 l right. That her affair-not ours.) 3 
~ ~ 
~~~~~~~ 
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Dear Nan: 
Carbondale, IIlinois . 
September 18, 1883 
Well, here we are back in school after 
our summer vacation. Th·e old building 
and the campus looked good to us all up-
on our return. The tall grass and weeds 
have been cut, and although the stubbles 
are rough and prickly, and rather hard on 
skirt hems, the grounds have a neat and 
shaven and shorn look. Dr. Allyn said 
that he had hopes of seeing ;:t campu!> 
some day, shaded by tall cedars, spruce 
and maple trees. The various county 
groups took the suggestion seriously and 
organized a tree-planting committee. The 
Randolph County students went to work 
immediately and planned an expedition to 
the country to bring in saplings from the 
forests and plant them in the shape of an 
"R." Theoretically, that sounds good, but 
the campus is hardly large enough for a 
whole alphabet of trees. A few years ago 
Dr. Allyn himself planted ivy on the south 
side of Main, and it has now climbed to 
the third story. In time it will cover the 
whole south side of the building. Although 
Main is only nine years old, it is begin-
ning to have that old, mellow look, all of 
which enhances its charm and beauty. 
I •• 
I am thoroughly enjoying my Physical 
Training classes. Our teacher lectured to 
us the first day and told us, among other 
things, the ill effects of tight lacing and 
that the neuro-muscular training educates 
the whole body to be an efficient and 
faithful servant of the mind. 
We have wonderful gymnasium equip-
ment for class drills-wands, Indian clubs 
(26) 
' I 
\ 
~ 
and stationary horizontal bars. Sjnce t he 
wands resemble ordinary broom ha ndles 
minus the broom, l can do my home work 
with the use of my landlady's broom. 
Such exer cise certainly improves one's sil-
houette. I think that with diligent prac-
tice, I shall soon be able to lace my cor-
set in a full inch. Our gym costumes are 
. /; 
ifr ~ 
II 
I 
3> 
~ I 
-. .~ I 
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quite attractive. They afford the neces-
sary freedom of movement and save wear 
and tear on our dresses. Of course we 
keep on our black cotton stockings which 
we wear every day to school, but remove 
our button shoes for regular gym shoes. 
Our gym suits are navy blue, with sailor 
collar, full blouse, and bloomers that bag 
down below the knee, lending a rather 
graceful effect without exposing the full 
knee. I'm not much of an artist, but I'll 
try to draw a sketch of the uniform. I 
should like to send you a real picture of 
my gym suit, but I don't know anyone who 
has a camera, except my friend, William ; 
but of course I never in the w<Orld would 
let him see me in bloomers! 
The Military Department* here in the 
Normal is becoming more and more pop-
ular. The cadets have drill practice after 
the rest of the classes ar-e dismissed in the 
afternoon; and some of us girls sit on the 
east steps to watch maneuvers. How 
handsome each one looks in his grey uni-
form !-especially William ! I hope there'll 
never be another war, but if there should 
be another national calamity, our boys will 
know how to use bayonets and cannons 
against the enemies' attacks. 
-------------------------------
"' In 1877 a military officer, detailed by 
the War Department of the Government 
took charge of a military department in 
the Southern Illinois Normal. The equip-
ment for this new line of work, such as 
bayonets, rifles, cannons, caissons, ·etc., 
was soon on the ground and ready for use. 
This department was discontinued at the 
close of the school year of '91. 
(28) 
I did not sign up for Astronomy, but I 
am taking it by proxy, so to speak. Wil-
liam is majoring in Science and is quite 
enthusiastic over the celestial bodies. Last 
Friday night after Socratic meeting, we 
went star gazing. William said he knew 
an ideal spot from which to study the 
Great Dipper. It was on the south steps of 
the Normal Building-the darkest spot on 
the campus. At first I demurred, but he 
said we could see the stars much better if 
we viewed them from a spot that was not 
so light. But you know I never DID see 
the Great Dippel·. I think the building was 
in the way. 
Love, 
(29) 
Your friend, 
Lucy 
Dear Nan: 
Carbondale, IllinQis 
October 7, 1883 
Today is J ames Whitcomb Riley's birth-
day. The' only reason I know is that I re-
cited his newest poem, "The Old Swim-
min' Hole," at Socratic Society last Fri-
day night and prefaced the r eading with 
a short biographical sketch of the new 
poet. He is only thirty years old, and 
many magazines and newspapers are al-
ready proclaiming him as the coming poet 
of the Middle West. 
I enjoyed hearing about the boat trip 
t hat you and George took together. Did 
your mother go along to chaper one? I re-
member your telling me about the fun ·~he 
t hree of you had at the County Fair. 
Isn't everything beautiful at this time 
of the year'? Surely Southern Illinois has 
more gorgeous fall colors than any other 
part of the country. William and I took a 
long walk down the I. C. railroad track 
last Sunday afternoon, and before we 
knew it we were in the little town of 
Boskydell. There is where the botany 
students go to get specimens for their 
botany notebooks. William could name 
every fall flower that we saw, but since 
I'm not a science major, I revelled only in 
their beauty and color. I noticed t hat one 
litt le frail blossom was trying its level 
best to peep out from between two big 
rocks. and I recalled Tennyson's short po-
em that starts, "Flower in the crannied 
wall, I pluck you out of the crannies-! 
hold you here, root and all, in my hand-" 
Then I asked William if he knew wh o 
(30) 
wrote those lines about just such a little 
flower as that one, and he said, "No, but 
I know what Prof. French would say about 
this flower. 'Lack of sunlight has thwart-
ed the plant's anabolic attempt to synthe-
size food through photosynthesis.' " Some-
times I fear that my friend lacks t he aes-
thetic sense and bears down too hard on 
calyxes, stamens, etc. But after all, that 
is no great fault. He has no really bad 
habits, for he neither smokes nor chews 
tobacco. 
The facu lty have ha d some problems in 
discipline lately. Two students got into 
a n a ltercation during military drill one 
day last week, whereupon the Lieutenant 
reported them to the president. Dr. Allyn 
called a special meeting of the facu lty at 
4 :30 p. m.• After a prolonged session the 
faculty voted to reinstate the offenders 
after they received a private reprimand 
from the president of the Normal and a 
public reproof fr.om the Lieutenant in the 
military ranks. As a f urther punishment, 
one was required to sit in Room 2 for two 
weeks during the . military drill. 
The members of the Norm al Board made 
their annual visitation to Carbondale and 
were present at Assembly yesterday. W e 
are a lways warned-no, perhaps t hat 
hn't exactly the word, I mean we are in-
formed beforehand so that we shall a ll 
be on our best behavior. Also we 'try to 
look our best as well as act our best. We 
girls always crimp our hair with· t he cur l-
in~ iron. in case we're out of quince seed 
oil ; and the boys slick their hair down 
with vaseline to present a sleek. well-
groomed appearance. The faculty also 
seem to take on a different look for this 
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special occasion. The men usually have 
their beards trimmed to tonsorial perfec-
tion, and Miss Buck and Miss Raymond 
look the picture of school teacher neat-
ness. Oh, yes, it's quite an occasion when 
the Normal Board pay us a visit. Although 
they are a serious-minded group of men, 
they enjoy t elling humorous stories, repeat-
ing the same ones year after year. The 
faculty always laugh even more than we 
do each time the old favorite joke turns 
up. 
You know how we worried about our 
tanned complexions last summer? W ell , 
I heard about a milk concoction that will 
make our faces lily white. Just scrape a 
root of horseradish into a pint of milk 
and let it stand for three hours-then 
wash your face in it. I never hope to have 
a complexion like Elaine, the Lily Maid of 
Astolat, but I should like to get rid of this 
coat of tan. What a blessing it would be if 
it were stylish to have a brown and healthy 
looking skin instead of an aenemic, frail 
look. 
Love, . 
(32) 
Your friend , 
Lucy 
Dear Nan: 
Carbondale, Illinois 
Thursday, November 22, 1883 
I can hardly believe that Thanksgiving 
is only one week away. We have vacation 
on both Thursday and Friday, all of which 
gives us a long week end. One of my 
friends has asked me to spend the two 
days with her in Marion. Her brother has 
a brand new surrey, with fancy fringe on 
top- also a beautiful team of horses that 
are high steppers. She said he might drive 
us over to Creal Springs to see the tour-
ists who are staying at the big hotel for 
the medicinal waters. 
. Dr. Allyn made a wonderfully impres-
sive talk in assembly this morning on the 
holy significance of the approaching day. 
He told us a very interesting story con-
cerning the tradition of Thanksgiving. Of 
course we all knew the origin-all about 
the Pilgrim Fathers and their first cele-
bration in a feast where they offered up 
thanks to God for His help and guidance. 
But we didn't know about a certain great 
woman back in the Civil War days who 
was instrumental in establishing one spec-
ial day for the occasion. That woman was 
Sarah Josepha Hale, the lady editor of 
the Godey Book. 
Each community wanted to keep the 
day as suited its own convenience or tra-
dition. It was not until 1846 that Mrs. 
Hale began in her magazine her definite 
campaign, to last for seventeen years, for 
the nationalization of the holiday. So in 
1863-just twenty years ago-she made 
a special trip to Washington to confer with 
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President Lincoln to influence him to es-
tablish . one day for the celebration for 
ail the states and territories. Her plea 
was accepted and it was then that he 
made his great Proclamation-the same 
as Washington's choice, the last Thursday 
in November as the day when the entire 
nation would give thanks. I thought it 
was a rather interesting fact that a man 
would take the time to pay such homage 
to a mere woman, but President Allyn is 
a very unusual man in a lot of ways. 
He emphasized the danger of our taking 
too much for granted- that we, as stu-
dents, should stop to consider and be 
thankful for the privileges and opportun-
ities offered us here f.or a fine education 
in a modem and efficient system. He re .. 
viewed for us the fine departmental 
equipment, the large library and -elegant 
furnishings of the two Literary Society 
rooms, Assembly hall and reception room 
in Main building. And he concluded by 
reading President Chester A. Arthur':; 
Thanksgiving Proclamation. 
At the close of the chapel exercises he 
called the names of several students who 
were to be excused on Tuesday of next 
week instead of Wednesday for the holi· 
days. These were the ones who live in 
and near Elizabethtown, Cave-in-Rock and 
Uosiclaire. You see, these students must 
go by boat part of the way and could not 
otherwise get home in time to sit down 
with their famil y for Thanksgiving din-
ner. As it is, they will hardly make it, for 
t hey will need to take the I. C. down to 
Parker City-dear old Parker-and wait 
hours for the Big Four to take them to El-
dorado. Then they change there and take 
the L and N for Shawneetown at which 
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place they catch an Ohio river boat for 
their respective homes. At that, they are 
running a risk of being late to dinner and 
will likely see only the neck and back of 
the old family turkey. In England there are 
tally-hos and stage coaches to take people 
to districts not reached by railroad. I hope 
that some day there can be some such 
arrangement to get students back and 
forth f rom school other than by rail and 
river. 
We had an informal and very interest-
ing debate in Socratic society last Friday 
night. "Resolved : That the bar affords a 
greater field for oratory than the pulpit." 
One of the participants, a wag, tried to be 
funny and pretended that he had misin-
terpreted the meaning of the word BAR 
and began arguing for the place where 
people's oratory is the result of inebriation. 
'fhe president of the society fined him ten 
cents for pur posely misunderstanding the 
debate question. Of a ll t imes for Miss Buck 
to visit our society! When the meeting was 
adjourned. I overheard her say, "NI)W 
that's the result of our students reading 
such trash as Ten Nights In The Bar 
Room! " William said he thought the fac-
ulty should visit our Literary society more 
often and then they would learn a lot of 
interesting things that aren't in text books. 
Tomorrow is William's birthday. I had 
thought of getting him a mustache cup, 
but my landlady said that was too person-
al. So now I suppose I'll settle for a pen 
wiper, or maybe a celluloid book mark. 
Well, Happy Thanksgiving 
From your friend, 
Lucy 
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Dear Nan: 
Carbondale, Illinois 
Friday, November 30, 1883 
I just don't know where or how to begin 
to t ell you of the terr ible tragedy that has 
befallen our beloved Main Building. By 
this time you have probably heard of t he 
fire that destroyed our school, but you will 
never know what it has meant to us who 
witnessed the awful disaster as we stood 
by,utterly helpless to save our once beau-
tiful building. All our vacation plans have 
been cancelled, of course. How could we 
leave town in the face of such tragedy? 
It all happened last Monday afternoon 
about three o'clock. November 26, 1883, 
will always remain in my mind as the 
saddest day of my life. I was in the art 
class when some one came into the room 
and whispered something to Miss Ray-
mond.* She turned the color of chalk, 
but with perfect calmness addressed the 
class, "Please go to the cloak room for 
your wraps and books and leave the build-
ing as quietly and as quickly as possible. 
There is a fi:t·e in the Mansard story." W e 
were stunned, but we obeyed orders and 
met the third fl.oor classes descending the 
st airs in perfect order. But once outside, 
we all broke r anks and throwing our 
books and wraps on the ground, we r ush-
ed back to see what we could rescue, for 
by this time the whole southeast corner of 
the Mansard roof was ablaze. Although 
the large hose ha d been connected with 
'~Miss Raymond later married Dr. D. B. 
Parkinson, who became President of the 
Normal in 1889. 
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the tanks in the attic, only a small and very 
ineffectual stream came forth. 
The boys dashed up the stairs followed 
by some of the faculty and several Carbon-
dale citizens. Upon reaching the library 
on the top story, they hurled books and 
pamphlets out the windows; and a few 
brave and very strong men managed to 
carry down an organ and one piano and 
deposited them on the ground at a safe 
distance from the flaming structure. 
Since all our desks and seats in the Nor-
mal Hall and recitation rooms were screw-
ed to the floor, they could not be saved. 
Nothing was saved from our dear Socrat-
ic Hall, and we had just bought a new pi-
ano, too. The Zetetic Hall was in the 
other end of the building; hence most of 
their furniture was saved. But how they 
were able to rip up their Brussels carpet, 
which had just been tacked down secure-
ly to the floor, and hurl it out the top story 
window is something nobody will ever 
understand. 
Bravery was manifested on all sides but 
it was our own dear president who was 
actually the last one to leave the burning 
building. Mr. Inglis of the mathematics 
department became alarmed at not seeing 
Dr. Allyn in the excited crowd outside. 
Dashing up the stairs, he groped his way 
through the smoke to the office where he 
discovered the president quietly salvaging-
from the desk drawers the records and 
other valuable school documents. Mr. 
Inglis pleaded with him to leave every-
thing for his safety. The calm man re-
plied, "In just a moment, but I must save 
my valuable books and papers." Finally, 
in desperation, Mr. Inglis snatched up the 
pile of papers and was able to induce the 
( 37) 
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President to leave the smoke-f illed room. 
Only a short time later, t he walls of the 
southeast side crashed, and the entire 
building became a mass of angry flame:>. 
The crowd of four hundred students, a!! 
the faculty and a large number of towns-
people moved farther away to avoid ·~he 
falling red hot bricks and shattered alass. 
A few, pei.·haps a dozen students, l'an 
back to their rooming houses, packed up 
their belongings and took the first train 
home, thinking that there would never be 
another school, that this ended their edu-
cation . But the more loyal ones took cour-
age from the faculty and the fine citizens 
of Carbondale. That very evenina we 
students staged a demonstration on the 
streets of the town, headed by a popular 
and enthusiastic senior. This student YIM 
W . F. Bundy* from Centralia. Yells of 
"We'll not leave this school!". "We'll al-
ways be loyal to S. I. N. U. !", "This b 
not the end!" went un f rom the crowd. 
We wished to show the citizens of Car -
bondale that the students would coope;:a.te 
in every way. if the town would fu::ni: h 
roomn for recitations. 
Vlell, they certainly did r ally to the 
cm:se, and that night at eip.-ht o'clnck a 
meeting was held in the Opera House* 
where students, teache··s, and t ownspeo!)le 
congregated in one of the biggest mass 
''""etings ever held in the city of Carbon-
d ale. Speeche3 were made by f acu!ty, stu-
*W. F. Bundy became a prominent law-
yer of Cent:-alia and was a leadm· in state 
politics. 
':'The Opera House was above the Fi:-st 
National Bank. 
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dents and business men who offered their 
offices, stores and homes for school uses. 
Today we were back in school, reciting 
a ll over town. What a debt ouT school owes 
to the citizens of Carbondale! 
W ell, lots of things can ha ppen in a 
short time. This t ime last week I was look-
ing forward to a gay holiday in Marion. 
thrilled at the promise of an exciting ride 
in a rubber-tired surrey, behind two spirit-
ed horses. Instead , I spent part of this 
afternoon sort ing out the water-soaked 
books and laying them out to dry behind 
the big base bUTner stove in my landlady'::; 
parlor. 
Love, 
From your fri end, 
Lucy 
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Dear Nan: 
Carbondale, Illinois 
December 14, 1883 
Thanks for your kind and sympathetic 
letter. Messages of condolence, addressed 
to President Allyn, are coming in from 
schools and colleges all over the country. 
They are read to us each morning in As-
sembly before we scatter to find our class 
rooms out in town. We all meet at nine 
o'clock in the Baptist church* where de-
votional exercises are held, roll taken, 
and daily announcements read by the fac-
ulty. My English class recites up above 
Bridges' store; I have Latin up over a hard-
ware store; and history on the east side of 
the I. C. tracks in a feed store. So far. 
the class in calisthentics has not found 
quarters, but even if there were a place, 
we have no equipment. However, we 
feel that we get plenty of exercise racing 
through the business district and chasing 
up and down rickety old stairways trying 
to find our classes. 
Some of the recitations are held on the 
east side of the square, and many times a 
standing freight train causes our delay in 
crossing, thus making us tardy to our 
classes. Some of the boys have dared to 
climb up between the cars and jump down 
on the other side. If the train should ever 
start, they would be carried on down to 
Boskydell or even Makanda. Once when 
William did not a ppear in history class, I 
became downright worried and had visions 
*The Baptist church was the brick 
building now occupied by the American 
Railway Express on West Jackson street. 
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of him riding on the car couplings speed-
ing southward. So it wasn't any wonder 
that I gave t hat terrible, that impossible 
atsent-minded answer to the professor's 
question, "In what place did Napoleon 
P.:ce~ his defeat'?" And I answered, "In 
Maka nda!" And it didn't help matters 
when the teacher said, " Well, Miss Han-
cock, that certainly puts Makanda on the 
ma p." I should have been exiled to an is-
land in Lake Ridgeway for the rest of the 
school year, for making such a blunder. 
We are certainly becoming acquainted 
with all the business men of the town, and 
they a ll seem to be so much interested in 
all of us. Do you remember how our moth-
ers always cautioned us about waving 
acro:;s t he street to people, especially men'? 
Well. what can a girl do when these nice, 
friendly gentlemen wave and tip their 
hat:> to us? My mother would be so shock-
ed to see her daughter wave back and call 
ou': a cheerful good morning! And then do 
you remember how we were taught that 
only loose women looked into barber shops 
as they passed? I've never understood why 
it was so unladylike to look at a man sit-
ting in a barber chair getting a shave and 
a ha ir cut. Well, I've fallen from grace 
again. You see, sometimes students, the 
men of course, loaf between classes, 
in the barber shop on t he corner to get 
warm. I frequently look in as I pass-yes, 
a nd a lways wave! 
Some of the rooms have no heat and 
we are obliged to sit huddled on goods 
boxes and old makeshift benches with our 
hats, coats and overshoes on to keep warm. 
But everybody is so thankful to t he Car-
bondale citizens for coming to our rescue 
that we take everything in our stride and 
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shall try to be as courageous as our teach· 
ers. 
Yesterday .our devotionals were turned 
into a meeting of shouts and cheers, such 
as had never been heard in that Baptist 
place of worship. The wild hurrahs 
sounded downright sacrilegious in the dim 
religious light of the Baptist church. It 
all came about as a result of an announce-
ment that Mr. Isaac Rapp, an architect in 
Carbondale, had secured hundreds of 
n ames on a petition to build a temporary 
school building on the campus, to be com-
pleted in sixty days. Donations were pour-
ing in, and already $6,000 had been col-
lected. Hip, Hip Hurrahs went up, follow-
ed by loud cheers and college yells, and the 
organist bore down on "Onward. Christian 
Soldiers" almost in rag time tempo, mak-
ing the welkin ring! So, sometime in Jan-
uary we hope to be in our new temporary 
building. Another announcement caused 
a second applause that morning. It was 
that we shall not have monthly exams this 
term because of the lack of desks to write 
on! You can see that our present situation 
does have its brighter side. 
Next time I shall tell you about meet-
ing the handsome n ew student who h as 
recently enrolled in the classical course. I 
find him quite interesting, but W illiam 
somehow does not think much of him. H e 
r,ays that any man who would major in 
Greek belongs over in Greece on Mount 
Olympus conversing with Zeus and the 
other gods. Men are funny creatures, 
aren't they? 
Love, 
From your friend, 
Lucy 
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Dear Nan: 
Carbondale, Illinois 
J anuary 30, 1884 
Well, we are now in our new building 
- the tem porary one built by contributions 
f rom the good people of Carbondale-
and we held our f irst classes on January 
~o, exactly two months to the day after 
the burning of the old Normal Hall. It 
is a wooden structure, built in the form of 
a Greek cross, with the Assembly hall in 
the center lighted by a skylight and fan 
windows. In the arms of the cross are 
eleven rooms, the President's office and 
a room for the Model Scho.ol. The paper-
like walls are so light and thin that often 
our elocution and music noises mix most 
UN-hat moniously with the mathemat ics 
and language discussions. It's a race to 
see who can talk the louder and drown 
out the adjoining class. If one teacher 
hesitates for a split second to turn the 
page of his t ext book, he has lost the at-
tention of his class, who have become ab-
cOl·bed in the vagaries of Greek verbs or 
isosceles t riangles in the next room. Since 
each teacher thinks his individual course 
is the chief end of man, he turns himself 
into a veritable P. T. Barnum barker, ad-
ve~ tising his wares. That's a far-fetched 
metaphor, I'm afraid, and not very re-
spectf ul, but actually it sounds just like 
~hat here in this building. 
The aisles are so narrow that we call 
them "Fat man's misery." But our crowd-
ed conditions tend to make a more sociable 
atmosphere, especially at noon time when 
we a ll gather in one room to eat our 
lunches. 
(44) 
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My seat in Latin class is on the east side 
where I can see the w.orkmen as they fin-
ish clear ing the rubble and debris from 
ou1· old building. It's rather difficult t o 
keep my mind on the dead past of Virgil 
when my thoughts keep turning to the 
future. All our cherished dreams of grad-
uating up in Normal Hall, of the grand 
march of the faculty and seniors entering 
the big hall, and of the gaily decorated 
stage with wreaths and baskets of flowers 
- all these dreams are wrecked and shat-
tered, just like the building. Last year I 
attended the commencement exercises, 
and I remember how impressed I was with 
the graduat ion festivities that lasted all 
day. I reca ll how fascinated I was with all 
the presents displayed on tables over at 
one side of the room. You see it is a tra-
dition of long standing here at the Normal 
that the seniors bring to school all theh· 
graduation presents with cards attached 
and display them for the family and 
friends to view. I remember seeing the 
tables literally covered with pearl handled 
shoe hooks, gold breast-pins, decorative 
hat pins, hand-painted belt buckles, book 
marks, fans, autograph books, mustache 
cups, tie pins. Paradise l 10st and Long -
fe llow 's Poems. 
Now we are wondering where we shall 
hold our commencement exercises and 
where we can display our presents. By 
June we shall have completed our college 
work, but no building in town is large 
enough to hold the crowds that always 
attend graduation. It's a very depressing 
outlook for the sixteen seniors of the class 
of 1884. 
I promised to tell you about the new 
student, Mr. G., who is majoring in Greek. 
(46) 
We have been keeping company for sev-
eral weeks, and I find him quite interest-
ing. He always brings a box of candy 
when he comes over to read with me. 
That's all very fine, but somehow I enjoy-
ed the potted geranium that William gave 
me much more than the candy. Mr. G.'s 
sister came down from Chicago to visit him 
but didn't tarry long. I think she found her 
brother's friends too tame to suit her Chi-
cago background. She told him that we 
Normal girls a ll seemed so young and 
naive-that we were so wholly unsophis-
ticated, that we appeared almost Puritan-
ic in dress, speech and actions. Well, may-
be we are, but it will be many years, I 
hope, before S.I.N.U. students imitate Chi-
cago's gay crowd by painting their faces 
and wearing high French heels to school. 
Well, I must close this letter. William 
and I are on the Socratic committee to buy 
coal-oil for the lamps in the Society rooms 
tonight. The janitor goes off duty at six 
o'clock, and when we use the building on 
Friday nights, we have to fill the lamps, 
trim the wicks, and clean the lamp chim~ 
neys. The fire went out in the big stove 
last Friday evening, and we had to conduct 
our meeting in a zero room. Our debate 
was the question, "Resolved that the cli-
mate of the North is more healthful than 
that of the South.'' The negative won. 
Love, 
From your friend, 
Lucy 
( 47) 
Dear Nan: 
Carbondale, Illinois 
March 15, 1884 
What a month! The wind howls, 
whistles and whines like bleak December, 
and we all have colds and sore throats. 
We eat rock candy by the pound and 
whole plates of molasses and sulphur, to 
say nothing of the gallons of sassafras tea 
consumed for the purpose of thinning our 
blood. The teachers seem a bit on edge, 
too. Two students were suspended for 
chewing gum in class, and when one of the 
professors found a plug of tobacco on the 
window sill, a special faculty meeting was 
called to decide the fate of the culprit in 
case they caught him. 
One of the things I'll never understand 
is why the women teachers are so against 
our wearing bright colored shirtwaists to 
school. They keep telling us that no stu-
dent can become a good teacher if she r uns 
too much to flashy clothes. They t hink it 
will have a demoralizing effect on the 
little children whom we shall eventually 
teach. The other day one of the Carbon-
dale girls appeared in a bright plaid shirt-
waist, with a blue ribbon in her hair. When 
she marched up to the front of the study 
hall to use the dictionary, the teacher in 
charge spoke a few words to her, where-
upon the girl left the room and disappear -
ed into the cloak room. When she return-
ed she was wearing her coat. All of us 
girls who had envied her of her gorgeous 
waist were glad we had worn our plain 
school clothes which would not have caus-
ed a single soul to look up from his text 
book. Now, I'm afraid to wear my new 
(48) 
heather-bloom petticoat because it 1·ustl es 
just like stiff silk and would probably at· 
tract too much attention. 
Our two literary societies are having a 
joint entertainment next Friday night in 
the Opera House, and it is to be quite an 
affair. I am in one of the tableaux repre-
senting scenes from Tennyson's Idylls cf 
the King. William is Lancelot and I am 
Guinevere. We have rehearsed one scene 
much more than is necessary, but William 
contends that practice makes perfect, and 
that if we are to d.o that affectionate fare-
well scene so that it looks natural, we had 
better rehearse it often. It's the first time 
William has ever kissed me, since of course 
no perfect lady will allow a boy to kiss 
her until she is betrothed to him. 
Dr. Allyn entertained us with a wonder-
ful speech last Wednesday morning in 
chapel exercises. I only wish that that f ine 
address could be printed for dic;tribution 
to all friends and alumni of S.I.N.U. and 
could be filed for future students. H e 
talked of his hopes and aspirations for 
this rrreat institution, and he spoke with a 
note of sadness in his voice as he lament-
ed the past disaste1· in the burning of the 
old building. 
He told us something of the beginnings 
of the school-how some of the leading 
men in the educational ranks of Southern 
Illinois had recognized the fact that their 
end of the state was not receiving its share 
of state aid in the preparation of her 
teachel's for the duties of the school 
r oom. In the course of a few years this 
demand for special training of teachers 
t ook definite shape in an act of the Gen-
eral Assembly of 1869. 
(49) 
Although he was not present at the' 
cornerstone laying, he described for us ·~he 
impressive occasion of May 17, 1870, when 
the Masonic Order of Illinois conducted 
the ceremonies with a ll the pomp and dig-
nity fitting the occasion. Then he recited 
for us his first appearance before the 
first student body of fifty-three and a fac-
ulty of eight on that July 2nd just t en 
years ago. 
He also commented, but not apologet-
ically, however, on the rather pretentiou.> 
name, Southern Illinois State Normal Uni-
versity. and predirted t hat some day the 
school would grow to be a real university 
but he hoped it would never neglect ·~he 
teaching of students to be great teachers. 
When he spoke of his confidence in the 
future of the school, his prophecies reach-
ed to heights that are difficult to compre-
hend. This school, he said, will produce 
men and women whose fame will be na-
tionally known, not only in the field of 
teaching, but in the realms of science, lit-
erature and industrialism; and some of 
the alumni will become high government 
officials and even generals. 
Dear me! I hope I haven't bored you 
with all this. To me, life here at school 
is so fascinating that I treasure every new 
experien~e and I love every item of his-
tory connected with the institution. But I 
may let my enthusiasm get out of bounds 
sometimes. 
Did I tell you about my new muff that 
my landlady and I made? Well, it cost 
little or nothing but would amount to a 
pretty penny if I had to buy one like it. 
My father caught four big moles in a trap, 
tanned the skins and sent them up to me. 
And now I have a perfectly adorable tiny 
(50) 
barrel-muff that looks just like those ex-
pensive ones pictured in the Godey books. 
I have had three photographs made, and 
I'll send you one if I can find suitable card-
board for wrapping. 
Now I must get to my studies before 
rushing down to the Opera House for r e-
hearsal. Only t wo more days to practice 
-just two ! Dear me! And then a ll that 
f un of practicing with Lancelot will be 
over! 
Love, 
From your f riend, 
Lucy 
(51 ) 
Carbondale, Illinois 
June 10, 1884 
Dear Nan: 
Here it is the day after commencement 
-the day I thought would be the happiest 
day of my life, but actually it's turned out 
to be the saddest, and I feel terribly de-
pressed. I believe I'm just beginning to 
realize what it all means. I really should 
not be feeling so low, for after a ll, I have 
a good positwn fo1· next year in a high 
school and shall teach English and Latin, 
one class in history, direct the chorus and 
gymnastics, coach plays and sponsor a de-
bating club. The principal and 1 will be 
the only teachers in the school. The con-
tract stated that he and I shall take week 
about in the winter making fires for the 
building. The salary is quite good, twen-
ty-five dollars a month. At that rate, I 
shall be able to pay back, in about two 
years, what my parents have spent on my 
education. 
They came up to Carbondale to see me 
graduate, but I did not return with them 
since there were so many things I had to 
do here before pulling up stakes for good. 
Besides, William has to stay over to watch 
an experiment that he and Prof. French 
are ma king in botany. The experiment 
and the end of the term did not quite coin-
cide. 
And oh, the best news of a ll ! You should 
see the beautiful gold watch and long 
chain he gave me for a graduation present. 
We are engaged, but it will be several 
years before we can be married because 
( 52) 
he has to get a teaching position to pay 
off his debts to his parents. Then after 
that our money will be our own. 
You remember I told you that we sen-
iors were worried about a place large 
enough to hold the crowds that would 
come from all parts of southern Illinois for 
commencement? Well, the problem was 
solved when the school authorities rented 
a mammoth tent and pitched it on the 
northeast part of the campus. There we 
held forth for the week's festivities, and 
with the scorching sun blazing down on 
that unshaded canvas, we nearly passed 
out with the heat. It was positively dev-
astating to our organdy dresses and to the 
men's high collars and stiff bosom shirts. 
On Tuesday night, the night of our So-
cratic entertainment, we came dangerous-
ly near having a real calamity, but we 
Socrats have never let anything daunt us, 
and we went bravely through this threat-
ened disaster. All afternoon we who were 
on the program had rehearsed orations, 
original essays and declamations out un-
der the trees on the campus with Mr. 
Brownlee as director. Then we dragged 
ourselves back to our rooming houses late 
in the afternoon, weary and completely ex-
hausted with the intense heat. And to 
make matters worse, heavy, dark clouds 
were beginning to form. By the time we 
returned to the campus in the evening the 
rain had already started. The tent was 
crowded when we arrived and took our 
places on the platform, and the coal-oil 
lamps were flickering. sending out a queer 
and lurid glow over the audience. 
The program had hardly started when a 
big clap of thunder completely drowned 
(53) • 
• 
out the announcement of the next number. 
Fortunately the printed programs inform-
ed the audience that Richard· Lightfoot 
was the next one to give his oration. The 
electrical storm broke forth with a ven-
geance. Then during a brief lull his voice 
boomed out, "Beyond the Alps lies Italy!" 
And there wasn't a soul in that audience 
that w.ouldn't have given his right arm to 
be in Italy just at that moment. The storm 
increased in fury and shook the poles that 
held up the tent, swaying the canvas so 
that the terrified audience kept looking 
about for escape in case. the tent collapsed 
completely. Then suddenly a strong blast 
of wind blew out every lamp in t he place, 
leaving us all in total darkness! The loud 
claps of thunder were deafening, but the 
speaker, undaunted, unseen, and unheard, 
continued with his carefully prepared ora-
tion. The cr.owd sat and waited - and lis-
tened to the roaring elements. The repeat-
ed flashes of lightning kept the audience 
informed that the speaker was still hold-
ing forth. Yes, it was a night never to be 
forgotten. 
Wednesday, graduation day, dawned 
bright and clear, but still terrifically hot 
and humid. It was an ali-day affair. Peo-
ple brought baskets well filled with all 
kinds of good food which they spread out 
on tables on the campus, and at noon dur-
ing intermission, all gathered for a big 
feast. The Honorable John M. Hamilton, 
Governor of Illinois, gave the commence-
ment address after each of the sixteen 
members of the class had performed. 
And now it's all over. I have been grad-
uated, and my two diplomas, one from the 
Socratic Society and the big one f rom 
(54) 
Southern Illinois Normal University are 
carefully rolled up and tied with satin rib-
bons. But oh, how insignificant I feel ! One 
of my professors told me that I shall learn 
more in my one year's experience of teach-
ing than he has taught me in four years. 
I wonder. 
And now I must begin packing my old 
trunk and valise and bid farewell to 
school. 
Love, 
From your friend, 
Lucy 
(55) 

